kind. She knew that Steve Rollins was expected; in fact, his picture
had been an object of interest on her occasional visits to the office, and
remote as her expectations were, she looked forward to his coming as
that of some great hero.
*   *   =k
"Rah! Rah! for Sunset Valley; Rah! Rah! for Nugget Nell," sang
the crowd as the object of their excitement, a rather wild-looking little
figure with short tousled hair and a grin of determination mingled on her
face, dashed from center court to make a straight goal.
Nell had hit the court at the big game and was hitting it hard.
Someone shouted as, tripped by her guard, she stumbled and fell into the
arms of a much surprised young man.
Yes, Steve Rollins was a roaming woman-hater, but with less than
a glance at the small girl athlete in his arms, he resolved to give up
globe-trotting and settle down.
Afer the game, as the last shouts of victory were dying out and the
last rays of sun fading away, at a back table in the little corner drug
store, Nugget Nell, Queen of Sunset Valley, laughed into the eyes of
Big Steve Rollins. The soda-jerker whistled "Slow and Easy," and the
group of girls gathered around the fountain exchanged glances of un-
derstanding.
Sixty-six